I think I remember how I died.  I wasn't doing anything in particular.  I was somewhere quiet, at home, enjoying a weekday off, enjoying myself in a silly, guilty pleasure I had not granted myself in a long time.

On occasion, I let my mind wander and think of all that drove me to excitement.  I indulged myself in carnal joys that should have been reserved for a company - but, lacking one, I satisfied myself, married to my hands until I could marry spouse.  I practiced, I stroked, I jerked, I made the pleasure last as long as possible, thinking of the time I would be satisfying my love, working my stamina to this one very purpose.

My computer had all the material I needed to discover my fantasies.  As I read, as I saw, as I roleplayed with beings unknown from across the globe, I found out more about myself.  I realized that there was more to lust than simple and straight sex.  I thought of things a little off the beaten path, a little spicy, sometimes a little impossible, things belonging to world of fantasy but not our own - and yet, so what?

It was at the end of a lovely session of this pleasure that I closed my eyes and took a break that would end up being my last.  What exactly happened to me, I am not sure.  All I know, is that my moment of darkness became one of forever.

I caught glimpses of myself as I began my life as a ghost.  I discovered the suspicious-looking posture, the calm expression of my face, as if I was pleasantly sleeping, only for the coroner to declare that I had passed away from a stopping heart.  I saw my friends, a few members of my family, a casket with my remains, a few prayers and a few kind words to my regard.  Truth be told, I had vanished too soon, but I had no regrets aside from this time I wish I could have spent among those I knew a little more.

Yes, I screamed, I cried and I protested against my fate, but in the end, I had to come to my senses and follow along.  I was dead, indeed.  I was dead and I ought to move on.

Conveniently enough, I saw the light at this very moment, this telltale light that begged for me to walk, to walk further and straight ahead, to walk into this anticlimactic room that I guessed had to be the gates of St. Peter.

But there were no gates.  There were no doors or windows, or the said character.  Around me were floor, walls and a ceiling, and naught more.  My new universe was one of light blue, one where I was stark naked but without a care in the world.  Still, I was doubtful.

"James Lipton." told a voice out of this world, so close yet so far, so soft and welcoming...

"Where am I?" I asked.

"You are in heaven, James.  Your material form is no more.  You have been allowed the gift of what you desire the most."

"A gift?  What exactly have I done to be worthy of that?...  I wasn't anything special.  I wasn't a saint or a martyr.  I just did my own thing."

"Exactly, my dear James.  You have lived well, with good intentions and a smart mind.  In you is a love begging to give itself to someone, to show and display itself.  Sadly, you were never able to fulfill this desire.  But I do not hold it against you.  Yes, you have strayed on occasion and yes, you have done the occasional, despicable thing - but you have regretted them, genuinely.  Not because of the fear of a higher power, but because you knew deep down inside that you should strive for your best.  And strive, you did.  Your efforts have not gone unnoticed.  So, as a reward for your good life, I bestow upon you the opportunity to love to the extent that you desire."

I felt the urge to turn around.  In front of me was a beautiful, a gorgeous, cream-furred rabbit girl.

I had to admit, I had always felt a strong urge towards anthropomorphic animals.  They were elegant, fuzzy, comfortable to hug, to embrace and to snuggle with - or so it was in my mind.  Of course, my experience with animals had never gone past the pets to household cats, which were, needless to say, completely different in comparison to my perceived ideal.

And then, there was her, this strange bunny, this perfect being, so perfect she should have been an impossibility.  Her blue eyes shined with intelligence and confidence, her figure shaped an hourglass exaggerated by the common standard, a tiny little waist between motherly hips and a pair of breasts that laughed at the restraints imposed by gravity.  Her nipples were large, long, red, thick with arousal.  And at the perfection of it all, she was a full hermaphrodite.  Her erection rivaled with mine - I'd even grant her victory by two inches.  But far from intimidated, I was all the more aroused.  Yes, I entertained a love for these, just as well as for the feminity that lay behind her hefty pair of balls.  Yes, I spoke somewhat dirtily - but who would not, in the presence of a dream come true?

"Are there any strings attached?" I asked of my maker.

"None.  Should you get tired, your reward will change, and you will enjoy yourself once more.  In heaven, all that you wish for is true."

The bunny giggled.  True, it was an awkward moment, a moment where I wasn't sure if I had to say hello or remain silent in my own erection.  As she approached me, I thought some more, realizing that I had at last the opportunity to satisfy a person in both ways of the gender.  I could not help it.  As she throbbed, so did I.

Without a word, she took my hand and placed it upon her shaft.  She was warm, welcoming, seductive in every way, a temptress that would have better served in hell, but instead she was an angel, radiating this love that I could not really describe, but that I could feel, filling my being the more she came closer.

I ran my free hand over her chest.  I felt the slosh of milk from within, and saw the red of her nipples becoming a faint white from her newfound lactation.  Beads formed, one after another, in trickles that soon became small rivers, amazing in their own right, a feat never seen before in the living world.  I tasted her, in her delicious glory, as she hugged me and cradled my head in my moment of desire, patient and lovely, such a dream given to me, nary a complain escaping her despite my maneuvers, so rude and so pressing in more normal circumstances...  But her?  She did not trouble herself.  I felt her love for me, just like I loved her.

And so, I made love to her.  I made her churr, moan and scream.  I made her shout my name.  I made her spill her juices in phenomenal quantities, with me driving a woman to climax for the first time in both my life and my afterlife.  And then, she accompanied with her own shaft, spraying her own cum over me, beating my already lengthy climax by fifteen seconds if not more.  I was more surprised by my own self.  Even as she proclaimed her love for me and praised my abilities, I realized I was even more endowed that I had ever been, more energetic, able to cum longer and in greater quantities than even the best I had done in my life.  I enjoyed this new power to its full extent.

We had made a gigantic mess of ourselves.  Milk, juices and seed lay about in the haphazard fashion that betrayed our lovemaking... but it was not to be for much longer.  Before my very eyes, I saw this mass of liquid move on its own, flow right back towards the bunnygirl.

"Oh, James..." she whispered, seemingly amazed by my ability to give her so much in one go, soon following with a tipsy giggle that she ought to know was the best way to drive me wild.  Her milk, her juices, they had vanished.  They had gone back into her body, somehow, a giggle escaping her again as the rest of the lovely spills touched her feet and joined with her body.

"Are you done with her?" queried the realm's voice.

"No.  I love her.  I want to love her again!"

And so the bunny giggled.  "Well then, have some more..."  With that, she took deep, deep breaths, her chest heaving, her breasts growing with each intake, but never shrinking down.  Whereas she used to be an impossible being of beauty, she had become a wonderful exaggeration.  Her breasts had become basketballs, her cock more than doubling in size as she reached a staggering, appetizing fourteen inches that, forgive me, I just wanted to swallow all for myself, and be the first to receive the seed coming from her huge, her melon-sized balls.  I couldn't help it.  The more she grew, the more I wanted to love her.

"Oh my God..." I whispered, my erection coming to life once more in mere instants.

And, to which she told me: "Not even close."

I saw her belly swelling, each breath making her womb bigger, ever bigger, taking her to the ninth month of a pregnancy in less than thirty seconds.  Within the next instant, she broke her water, leaned back, legs bent and apart, rubbing her distended stomach as it began to move out of its own accord.

And then I saw her, my first child, a tiny, tiny little baby bunny girl, hairless, cute and adorable.  But no sooner had she been birthed, that she began to grow fur, her entire body gaining in size, her curves defining themselves, aging from seconds to adulthood in barely a minute right in front of me, until she stood on her own two feet and next to her mother.  Meanwhile, I heard another moan, saw a second child coming into the world, growing in this same manner until I was staring at not only a dream come true, but at a blatant disregard to common biology, thrice rather than once.

I couldn't even recognize the parent from the children.  They were triplets, identical to the very last hair of cream-colored fur.  They all had the same massive breasts, the same flow of milk, the same erect shafts, all the way to the very same girlish giggle that made me squirm.

"We are ready when you are." one told, playing on my senses, on my desire.  I wasn't even sure if I could keep up.  I was feeling so weak and helpless all of a sudden!  I had a hard time believing I had earned the right to make love to as many as three bunny girls at once.  Heaven was quite simply too good to be true!

I played with the three of them.  I told them to catch me if they could.  I ran some distance along the soft floor of this strange room and watched them bounce over to me, delighting myself in the jiggle of their bosoms, in the spills of milk everywhere around them.

Before I knew it, I felt six hands grabbing me and pinning me to the floor, giggles sounding off everywhere, from me, from them, playful intentions, naughty rubs, caresses to my throbbing cock as I heard them discuss among each other.

"Let us give you a real taste of us."

"One of us will feed you..."

"Meanwhile, we'll get ready for the next batch."

"I think I can really, [i]really[/i] let myself go this time."

"Are you ready?"

The three of them were leaking pre at a rate that would have shamed a stallion's orgasm.  I realized that if I waited a little, I saw them grow some more.  I smiled at them.  I held my peace for a while.  I made them complain in a playful tone to me until I gave in to their demands and conceded to let the next phase of our pleasure become a reality.

The next thing I knew, I was making love to one and sucking the cock of the two others.  To my own surprise, I was stretchy beyond even my wildest beliefs; a tad lacking in elegance but making up for it in the raw feeling of the act.  The exact reason as to why I could take such endowments into me with such an ease was far from a concern.  I enjoyed the moment.  I did my best despite my lack of experience.

My groan of pleasure was all it took to drive them to climax once again.  They filled me with their seed and I filled one of them right back, their orgasm fueling mine, their cum flowing straight from my stomach and right back into the newly impregnated mother.

I made sure to make a mess of it.  I coughed up a little bit of their cum, just to add more to the growing pool around us.  I saw this pool distribute itself among the three bunnygirls, all three giggling at the sensations, as they grew, again and again, as their nipples began to spray milk with great force and without any stimulation, as their cocks became twenty-inch fountains, as their balls grew so much that they [i]split[/i], becoming four per bunny, and growing even more past that!

The girls became oblivious to my presence for a while.  They teased and jerked each other off while I waited aside, waited for my turn, reminding them of me, saying "Hey, no fair!" when I found myself obliged to sit out this session, to which I was told to remain patient and to take pleasure in this exercise in voyeurism.

Sure enough, the mother had become gravid with her young, overgrown from all the fluids she leaked and re-absorbed into herself.  It was as if something was pleasantly broken in the mechanics of this heaven, in this amazing display of the bunnies fueling themselves out of nowhere.  They really did not even need me, but they accepted me, they granted me their love, and I was grateful for it all.

Just like before, the mother let out great cries of joy from each of her births.  I watched as bunny after bunny came out, growing, shaping, standing up, the mother surrounded by eight children, fondled and teased everywhere as she gave me this seductive, this self-knowledgeable look and this accomplice's smile.  And then, so did her children, all of them with this giggle I would have done the lowest of acts just to hear again and again.

This time, they never got a chance to run before I pounced.

----------

I somewhat lost track of time in the stream of orgasms that followed.  I knew I had been here for days, months, perhaps even years or well past a century.  Understandably enough, it had become the least of my worries.  I hardly remember my life now.  It's a faraway memory, unimportant, like a task done and over with a long time ago.

My new home has grown to suit my needs, to contain myself and the fantasies I realize.  I used to ask for more space - I don't need to anymore.  The room itself seems alive.  It sees me coming and becomes larger in anticipation for the next of my endless sessions.

I can't count how many girlfriends I've fathered.  There are millions, billions, untold amounts of them surrounding me.  Whoever isn't making love with me is relaxing, chatting about, watching my every move and action as I perpetuate my desires and thank the powers that be for this delicious, this incredible gift.

I've grown more religious than ever before.  I've acknowledged the existence and the infinite wisdom and love in my maker.  Past the "Oh God!" that we all yell once in a while, in the midst of sex, I think up a silent prayer.  I do not ever want this to end.  Not for all the money in the world.

I'm pleasantly lost in a sea that repeats itself and yet is always a little different.  Different proportions, different numbers, different voice, size and mannerisms, just enough to let the experience vary, and yet always the same herm bunny girl, with her soft cream-colored fur and her willingness, her eagerness to love me and feel my love for her.

My own body has defied the laws of reality many times over.  Sometimes, I swallow so much in my hunger that I become bloated, miles long, pinned to the ground.  I let myself become a safe haven for their seed, only for me to give it back to a lucky winner I choose, in a glorious, magnificent cunnilingus, where I end up being the one bloating her to fantastic proportions, her pregnancy making her so gravid she might as well be a city, a feature of the landscape - and by that time, my room is no longer a room but a world, walls well past my range of vision, clouds even forming to give a tasteful decoration to the otherwise featureless universe that houses me.  I stretch back and forth in this manner at my fancy, able to take in as much as I want and then give it back to the great pleasure of all my lovers.

And meanwhile, the bunnies have grown, multiplied and swollen to newfound perfections.  Some of them have become blimps, more bosom than bunny.  Some of them sport a rear so round and firm I could just sit on top of it while they remain standing.  Some of them display a shaft the size of a sequoia tree, so great they cannot even reach for it, but finding pleasure in the teasing strokes of their sisters, their mothers and daughters, what could have been a handicap transformed into a pretext for lust in the world that I've helped shape.  Some of them have even added limbs, given themselves more heads to suck, more arms to stroke, more legs to stand on, with more cocks between them all, bunny-taurs upgraded to experiment with a new kinkiness that drives me mad with desire.  Some of them are not content enough with their body, so they take the bunnies that surround them and they absorb them, adding their limbs and their mass to their own, growing into centaurpedes, huge cocks and swollen, hungry sexes between each of them, numbering at many between [i]each[/i] pair of legs, to my greatest pleasure.  Those special hermaphrodites, I court them, I recite poems for them, I awaken the artist in myself and show them how much I adore them and worship them.  The others, they notice, and they grow to suit my immediate needs, playfully fighting among each other to become the perfection of the moment, the flavor of the day, overwhelming me with all that I wish for, getting tangled up among their increasingly long forms and giggling like mad as they end up making love to each other by accident, countless legs of countless centaurpedes caught in twists and knots that require my help to render free again.  One, she's come to me and promised that if I did make love to her, she'd reward me by birthing a whole new nation - from all one hundred of her cunnies.  Another, she's sought and earned blessings from me already, and has birthed a child for what now has been years, a daughter bunny-taur with an impossible number of legs, more and more of her escaping this eternally birthing mother as her cute little feet amount to what must be millions, her presence always within my immediate view, ready to pleasure her endowments among my flesh.

Countless numbers of them are endowed beyond belief, able to penetrate girls ten times their size, balls large enough to create oceans in one splurt from the many that an orgasm brings.  They're patient, waiting for me, giggling among themselves and blushing as I approach them, as I choose my next love.  When I opt for a change of pace and relax for a moment, they keep me entertained by making love to each other right above me, letting me lap up their juices as they rainfall over my face, as their bodies absorb it all and as they give themselves another excuse to grow and multiply themselves all over again.  Truly, they are never quite bored of me.  They are satisfied every time, and they always come back for more, doing everything in their power to tempt me their way.

Their fertility is past what logic should have even remotely dictated.  They need a single drop of my seed to continuously birth themselves for an hour, stretching their cunnies with bunny after bunny coming out of them at a rapid pace.  They've begun a competition among themselves, as to who could birth the largest number from only one climax out of me.  I've lent myself to the game quite well so far, upping the ante every time, until one particularly bold girl among them all stood over me, as her sisters commented on the massive litter that must have been waiting inside of her belly... and as she gave me her children, I caught them in my arms, snuggling this seemingly endless avalanche, most of them spilling away but none the worse for the fall.  Those bunnies, just like before, they grew within seconds, only to join the others and jerk each other off as they waited for me with their infinite patience.

Some of them have absorbed so much that they have become skyscrapers in their own right.  And when I gift them with children, they are every bit as tall as their mother, sporting all those huge, those multiple erections, so many that they fight for space between their legs and make the act of walking a lusty torture all on its own.  Some of them sport a whole field of sweet, sweet vaginas between their legs, which I lick, and finger and fill one after another, with diligence, impregnating each one of their multiple wombs without missing even one.

And they all have this beautiful face, this perfect figure, this girlish giggle that I would never give away, as they reward me with my personal heaven, as we make love to each other, each experience new and more exquisitely excessive than before, as I fulfill my desires for all eternity...